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woman. Not once through the years have I objected to his restless
shifting from job to job, or questioned whether his salary would go
up or go down. I just manage on the amount he provides. In the
whole of our marriage I have never taken a step nor made a deci-
sion without considering what his preference would be.
Maybe Dick should have married a different kind of woman, the
kind who could have helped him climb higher and faster in his
profession. But I doubt if Dick's conscience will give him any rest
in the future if he curses our children with a broken home. He re-
members too well his own painful and crazy boyhood.
It was true that her husband had not forgotten his unhappy
youth. At forty-one, Dick Weymer was a handsome man, but deep,
nervous lines were sketched around his mouth. There was a mixture
of wariness and suspicion in his manner when he talked to us
about himself and his unusual childhood:
I grew up as haphazardly as Huck Finn, was as ragged, and I
am dead certain I washed as seldom. My father owned a fairly
prosperous trucking concern in the East when my mother ran out
on him and me. A short time after, in a matter of months, he
owned nothing except one old beat-up truck.
The two of us set up a residence in the truck and took to the
open road before any of his relatives had a chance to point out
he had picked a peculiar type nursery for a youngster. My father
was a great guy in some ways, in other ways an unregenerate bum.
He blamed my mother for his comedown in the world, but I have
always believed my dad's lamentations and tirades against the fe-
male sex were strictly camouflage. He thoroughly enjoyed our
vagabond existence.
Not me. I loathed it. Kids, as youVe probably observed, are es-
sentially conventional. When I was four or five, my father knocked
together a sort of wooden shack, balanced on two wagon wheels,

